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Torn to Pieces 


My tears are hot and stinging and my sobs echo around the bedroom. 
Our bedroom. 


For seven beautiful years, this room had been our sanctuary, our retreat away from the world. It was the 


place where we'd curl up side by side and tell the other our worries. 
| loved him 

| love him. 

But he doesn't love me. 

The headline in The Hollywood Reporter says it all 


David Ellefson Seen With New Beau 


And there's a photograph of him, a grainy paparazzi photograph, of him kissing Frank Bello. 


| confronted him with the photo when he returned home. The little shit just bowed his head and blushed When 
| asked him how long it had been going on for, he told me three years. 


Three years! 
| asked him if they'd fucked 

OF course 

| asked if they'd fucked in our bed 
All the time 

| asked if Frank was better than me. 
No answer 

It was the orly answer that | needed 


David walked. He walked out of our house and back into the night. | don't know where he is and | don't want to 


care. 


But | do care, because | love him. | love him with everything that | have. He's my heart and soul. My life. My 
all. My everything. Without him, this world would be a dark and soulless place. It's him, and him alone, that 
lights it up. 


My shoulders heave as | let out another rattling sob. The bed clothes are drenched in my sweat and | wrap 
my arms around myself in an attempt to make myself feel better. | only want his arms around me. | only want 


his breath on my cheek. | only want his lips against mine. 


But | wasn't good enough. Nothing | did was good enough because, in the end, he chose to find his home in the 
arms of another. What did | do wrong? | did everything right and he told me as much. He told me that | was 
the perfect boyfriend, sweet, loving, and caring. | lived to make him happy. | woke to make him smile. 


But still | wasn't enough. 
We got together when | was thirty-three, ten long years after we'd first met. There'd always been a 
chemistry between us, that was obvious to anyone. It had crackled between us both on and off stage and my 


affectionately calling him "Junior" didn't help. But, behind closed doors, he was always David to me. 


We'd both been through hell and, with three years of sobriety under his belt, David had sat beside me one 


right and told me that he loved me. 
"I know," I'd replied. "You tell me every night” 
"Not in that way." He'd smiled that sweet smile he had. "More than just a brother." 


Ill never forget that first, sweet, tentative kiss. I'll never forget the way he held me for the first time. I'l 


never forget the first time that we made love. 


He was a beautiful lover, sweet and attentive and taking care of my every need. He knew that | loved him and 


our lovemaking was his way of thanking me. | know because he told me as much. 

"l don't have much to give you, Dave. Just my heart and everything that surrounds if." 

There was always peace and love in his eyes. So where had | gone wrong? What had | done to drive my love in 
to the arms of another? Was | not good enough? Did | not pay him enough attention? Did | not love him 
enough? 

| know that | can't lie on the bed forever but, for now, its my only solace knowing that, just a few hours 
earlier, he was lying here beside me. His arms had been around my waist and his nose buried in my hair. Yet 


I'd known nothing of his infidelity. 


Now the whole world knows. They know that my boyfriend has been seeing another, kissing them, fucking them, 


loving them in the same way that | loved him. 


| want to kill him. But | also want to win him back. | want to feel his arms around me and his lips against mine. | 


want to hear him whisper those three words. | love you. 


Getting out of bed is the only option and | slop down to the kitchen | collect the cordless phone on the way and 
sit at the breakfast bar to dial the one phone number that | know off by heart. 


The phone rings and rings before a female voice answers. 
"Francis? It's Dave. Can you talk?" 


We talk for an hour, me pouring my heart out and her giving me gentle advice. She's heartbroken at what's 


happened and vows to speak to David. 
"What's his favourite meal from home?" | ask. 
"That would be stew, dear. He loves a good stew with freshly baked bread and a glass of milk to drink” 


| smile at the thought of sweet, farm boy David eating stew and drinking milk. 


| have a recipe, Dave. I'll email it to you." 
"Thank you, Francis." My voice is barely a whisper. 


"You're welcome, dear." 


She's good to her word and, a few moments later, an email arrives with the promised recipe. | printed it out 
and took it to the kitchen. Searching the cupboards, | found the basic ingredients and began to put them 
together. David was more of a cook than | was and it was one of the many things that he enjoyed doing. 
Playing bass, hiking, taking photographs, cooking; David's list of interests were far greater than mine. In that 
way, he put me to shame. While my brain was still craving the drugs that we'd both done for so many years, 


his was expanding and taking in the world around him. He was excited to see and experience it. 


| raced to the store and picked up the rest of the ingredients as well as a bottle of the juice that David loved 
so much. When | returned to the house, | threw all of the ingredients in to the crock pot and waited. 


As the hours passed, delicious smells began to fill the kitchen. They made my mouth water and reminded me 
of times that were far more pleasant than this one. | remembered visiting the farm and meeting Francis. | 
remembered curling up in front of the fire with David in my arms, both of us whispering quietly as we'd 
watched the flames crackle and pop. 


Had he been with Frank during any of those visits? My mind wandered back as | tried to remember what David 
had looked like in those times. Had his eyes been more distant? Had his voice been a little more lacklustre? Had 


he paid me less attention? 


Sitting at the kitchen counter, | watch the hours slip by. I'm lost in my own world. Lost in the memories of 
David. My heart aches for him and tears once more burn my eyes. My hands are clenched in to fists and | 


reach for the one thing that can comfort me. 
Draped over a chair is one of David's sweaters. It's old with holes around the hem. | bury my face in the often 
washed fabric and inhale his scent. My tears become sobs, my heart broken How could he do this to us? How 


could he step out on me for so many years? Why didn't he talk to me? 


My heart leaps when the front door clicks. | place the sweater back on the chair and get to my feet. | hear 
footsteps in the hallway and the sound of something being dumped by the stairs. 


"David?" | call. 


| hear someone huff and, walking from the kitchen, | find David flicking through a magazine. All | want to do is 
bundle him in to my arms and hug him close. Instead, | just stand there and look at him. He looks different, as 


though the past few hours have worn him down. No longer is he my excited, happy farm boy. No, he's a man 


who made a decision to step out on me and get his kicks with someone else. 

Finally, he puts the magazine to one side and looks up at me. There's sadness in his hazel eyes and, for a 
moment, | don't want to believe that he willingly went to another man's arms. My eyes drift passed him and | 
see a small suitcase sitting beside the stairs. My heart lurches and | feel like I'm going to be sick 


"David?" | quietly repeat. 


The silence, much like the space between us, remains and his eyes stay on mine. Once more, the tears begin to 


burn and | rub a hand over my eyes. 

"Ive left him," David quietly says. 

| nod. Coughing, | find my voice. "But why? Why'd you do it?" 

He shrugs and glances away. "Lots of reasons, Dave. You were deep in the drugs while | was cleaning up. You 
paid them more attention than me. | felt like you didn't want me any more. On those nights when you were too 


doped up to care, Frank was there. He listened to me. He became a friend. And then-" 


His voice stills and | see tears glistening in his eyes. | want to close the space between us and wrap him in my 


arms. 
"And then it became more?" | softly finished. 


He nods and | see tears begin to stream down his face. There's no way | can let him stand there, broken and 
battered. Stepping up to him, | wrap him in my arms. His arms go around my waist and he buries his head in 


my neck. The body that | know so well shudders with sobs as he cries. 

‘lm so sorry. l'm so, so sorry." 

Gently | stroke his back and press kisses to the hair that | love so much. "It's okay. David, its okay. It's over 
now. You don't have to run away. You don't have to find love with another. I'm here for you. | promise. I'll 
always be here for you." 

We stay like that for a while. | let my own tears flow, the pain and agony of the past days being slowly 
released. It'll take time to rebuild the trust between us but | know that itll happen. He doesn't trust me 
because of my drug use and | don't trust him because of what he did. But we'll get over it. We'll move on and 
become stronger and better. An invincible team that can take on the world 


Finally, David pulls back. His eyes are red and his cheeks are blotchy. He gives me a strained smile. 


“Something smells good," he murmurs. 


| return his smile. "It's stew. One of your favourites." 

At that, his face brightens and he hugs me closer. There, in his eyes, is the farm boy | remember so well. 
The one whose eyes always sparkled and his mouth was set in a permanent smile. Brushing the hair from his 
face, | leaned in and kissed him. Kissed him like | meant it. My heart and soul sang as he hungrily returns it. 
‘| love you," he murmurs. "You've always been so good to me." 

"Even with-2" 


"Even with all of that." 


My smile widens and | deepen the kiss. "I love you, too. With everything I've got. Sorry that | haven't always 
been perfect" 


"Likewise." 

He stands and looks at me. A slow sigh passes his lips. "We need to talk through all of this." 

"| know," | reply. "But not tonight. Tonight, there's stew and love. And afterwards, maybe a movie." 

David pauses and glances at his feet before looking back to me. "Thanks, Dave. For being so good to me." 


Leaning in, | press a kiss to his forehead "Thank you for loving me through all of this. Ready to restart our 
life together?" 


His smile is warm and filled with love. "Absolutely." 


